232     THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
The .Ratemahatmaya sat up. "You? What?
What do you mean? Who are you?"
"I am Silindu of Beddagama. The Arachchi
brought a false case against me and my son-in-law.
May I sit down, Haniadoru? I am very tired.
Babun was sent to prison by the judge Hamadoru,
but to me he said, 'Clear out.' The case was false.
They were trying to bring evil upon me and my
daughter. The Mudalali wanted the girl. They
were still trying to bring evil on me, so I said,
'Enough.' I took the gun and I went out with the
Arachchi over there to the chena, and I shot him
through the back. He is dead, lying there on the
track. Then I went back to the village and shot
the Mudalali in the belly through the stile. He
was not dead then, but I looked over and saw the
blood coming fast from the belly low down. He
must be dead now."
The Ratemahatmaya was not a brave man. As
he listened to Silindu's short expressionless sen-
tences, the bald description of the shedding of
blood, given in the tired voice of the villager, he be-
came afraid. He sat up in his chair looking at
Saindu, who crouched in front of him, motionless,
watching him. The light of the lamp fell upon the
dark, livid face. It was the face of the grey monkeys
which leap above the jungle among the tree-tops,